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The A R G BU i a= 


ON the death of Doctor Johxsox, a number of people, ambitious of being 
| diſtinguiſhed from the mute part of their ſpecies, ſet abour relating and print- 
ing Stories and Bons Mots of rhat celebrated moraliſt. Amongſt the moſt 
zealous, though not the moſt enlightened, appeared Mr. Bos WELL and Ma- 
DaME Prozzi, the HERO and Henomn of our EcLocus, They are ſuppoſed 
to have in contemplation the LITE of JoyNsoN; and to prove their biogra- 
phical abilities, appeal to Six JohN Hawkixs for his deciſion on their re- 
ſpective merits, by quotations 4 their printed Anecdotes of the Docron. 
Sm JoHN hears them with uncommon patience, and determines very properly 


on the pretenſions of the contending parties. 


* 


' BOZZY any PIOZZI, 


TOWN G 


Wurrn Jounson ſought (as Shakeſpear ſays) that bourn, 
From when, alas! no travellers return : 

In humbler Engliſh, when the Doc ny died, 

APOLLO wil and the Muszs cried ; 

ParnassUs mop d for days, in buſineſs ſlack, 

And like a berſe, the hill was hung with black. 
 Mixgxva ſighing for ber fav'rize ſon, 

Pronounc'd, with lengthen'd face, the world undone t 


Her 


LE 4. ] 


Her owL, too, hooted in ſo loud a ſtile, 
That people might have heard the BIRD, @ mile * 


Jove wip'd his eyes ſo red, and told his wipe, 


He ne'er made JonnsoN's egzal, in his life; 


And that *twould be a long 7ime firſt, if ever, 
His art could form a fellow Bal, /o clever : 
Venus, of all the little Loves, the DAM; 

With all the Graces, ſobb'd for Res Sau 
Such were the heav nly howlings for his Jonth, 
As if DAME 1 had refign'd her breath. 
Nor leſs ſonorous was the grief, I a 


Amidſt the natives of our ear:b/y fcene : 


From beggars, to the GREAT who hold the helm, 


One Jobnſo-mania rag d thr 


= 


ough all the realm : 


« fo, 


rr oe na 


4] 


«© Who, (cried the works can match his proſe or rhime ? 
O'er wits of modern days, he tow'rs ſublime ! 

An oak, wide ſpreading o'er the rubs below, 

That round his roots, with puny foliage, . 

A PyRAMID, amidſt ſome barren wats 

That frowns o'er huts the ſport of ev'ry blaſts 

A mighty ATLAs, whoſe aſpiring head, 

Ofer diftant regions, caſts an awful ſhade, 

By x1NnGs and beggars lo! his tales are told, 

And ev'ry ſentence glows a grain of gold! 


Blef / who his philoſophic phiz can take, © 


* 


Catch ev'n his weakneſſes—his NopDLER's ſhake, 
The lengthen'd lip of ſcorn, the forehead's ſcowl, 


The low'ring eye's contempt, aad bear-like growl. 
G In 


; 
* 
4 
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E! 
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In vain, the oRITIcs aim their toothleſs rage * 
Mere ſprats, that venture war with wHAL Es to wage: 
Unmov'd he ſtands, and feels their force, uc more 
Than ue ae rock amidſt nee roar, 
That calmly bears the tumults of i DEEP, 
And howling TEMPESTS, that as well may ſleep.” 
Strong, midſt the RAMBLER s cronies, was the rage 
To fill with his bons mots, and ien the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz d around his ſetting ray, 
And bore a Pucher, an their wings, RE | 
Thus round his ors, the pigmy PLANE Ts cun, 
And catch their little luſtre from the SU N. 
| At length, cuſh'd forth two canDibatss for fame, 


A SCOTCHMAN, one; and one a London Dans: 


— — . ⏑— —— 2 


11 


That, by th' emphatic Jounson, chriſt' ned Bozzr ; 

This, by the BisHoe's Licenſe, Dame Piozzr ; 

Whoſe widow'd name, by topers lov'd, was THRALE, 
_ Bright in the annals of election ale: 

A name, by marriage, that gave up the g! 

In poor Pzpoc cyio ®,—no l—Ptozzr, loſt |. 

Fach ſeiz'd with ardor wild, the.grey gooſe quill: 

Each fat to work the intellectual mill: 

That auch of 405 ſo coarſe, began to pour, 

To one poor ſolitary grain of flour. 

Forth ruſh'd to light, their books—but who ſhould ſay, 


Wulch bore the palm of anecdote away? 


*The author was nearly committing a blunder—fortunate indeed was his re- 
collection; as Pedocchio ſignifies in the Italian language, that moſt contemptible 


of animals, a LOUSE, 


This, 


| High plac'd the venerable QuarTo fits, 


"EB 


This, ol decide, the RIVAL WITS agrecd, 

Before = Jonx their tales and jokes to xcad, 

And let the Knicur's opinion in the ſtriſe, 

Declare the cet pen to write SA M's LIFE: 

SIR JOHN, renown'd for muſical® palavers: 

The PRINCE, the KI Ne, the EMPEROR of Quavers 
Sharp in ſolfeggi, as the ſharpeſt needle: 


Great in the noble art of tweedle-tweedle. 


Of Mustc's College form'd to be a FzLLOw, 


Fit for Mus: D. or MAESTRO DI CartLLa; 
Whoſe VoLUME, tho it here and there offends, 


Boaſts German merit—makes by 641k amends, 


Superior, frowning o er of7avo wits 


* Vid. his Hiſtory of Muſic, 


131 


And duadecimos, ignoble ſcum! | 

Poor proſtitutes to very vulgar thumb! 

Whilſt undefil'd by literary rage, 

Hz bears a ſpotleſs leaf from age to age. 

Like [chool-biys, lo! before a two-arm d chair 

That held the KNIGHT, wiſe zusging and the AIR: | 
Or like two ponies on the ſporting ground, ” 
Prepar'd wigallop when the pzUM ſhould ſound, 
The COUPLE rang'd—for vict'ry, both as keen, 
As for a tott'ring biſhopric, a DEAN, 
Or patriot Buzxz, for giving glorious baſtings 
To that zntolerable fellow HAasSTINGS.. 

Thus with their ſongs contended Wise SW AINS, 
And made the valleys vocal with their ftrains,, 


D 


10 J 


Before ſome gray-beard SWAIN, whoſe judgement ripe, 


Gave goats for prizes to the prettieſt pipe. 
& Alternately, in anecdotes, go on; 
But , begin you, Mapan,” cried Six Joun : 


The thankful DAME low curtſied to the HAIR, 
And thus, for vict'ry panting, read the FAIR: 
MADAME PIO Z z I= 
Sam Jouxsox was of MicuatL Jouxsox born; 
Whoſe ſhop of books did 1 Town adorn: 
Wrong-headed, ſtubborn as a h ler d Rau; 
In ſhort, the anode} of our HERO Sau: 


Inclin'd to madneſs zoo—for when his ſhop 


Fell down, for want of caſh to buy a prop; 


Vid. Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 3. 


For 


Linn ] 


For fear the thieves might ſteal the vaniſb d ſtore, 
He duly went each night and loch d the door 
R 

Whilſt Jounson was in Edinburgh, my WIFE, 
To pleaſe his palate, ſtudied for her life : 
With ev'ry rarity ſhe fill'd her houſe, 
And gave the Doc rok, for his dinner, grouſe. 

MADAME PIOZ 2 11. 
Dear Doc rox JonNsoN was in ſize an ox; 


And from his Ux RLE Ax DREw learn'd to box : 
A MAN to wreſtlers and to bruiſers dear, 
Who kept the ring in SMITHFIELD a whole year. 


The Doctor had an Uncle too, ador d 1 


By jumping gentry, call d CoRNEL1us Forp; 


* Bozzy's Tour, p. 38. | + Piozzi's Anecdotes, p. 5. 


Who 


a 


1 


Who jump'd in boots, which JumyERs never chuſe, 


Far as a famous JuMetR jump'd in hes. 


SB oOZ Zr. 
At ſupper, roſe a dialogue on witches, 
When CrosB1s ſaid, there could not be ſuch b-tch-s ; 
And that 'twas blaſphemy to think /uch HAGS 


Could ſtir up forms, and on their Broomfick NAGS 


_ Gallop along the air with wondrous pace, 


And boldly fly in Gop ALMIGHTY s face: 
But JounsoN anſwer'd him, There might be witches, 
WNought prov'd the 0 exiſtence of the backs,” 
MADAME PIOZZI+. 
When . as . as a boy at ſchool, 
Leap'd, tho' fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a fool; 


* P. 39. ＋ P. 6. 7 
| he 


I 


The Doc rox, proud the ſame grand feat to do; 
His pow'rs exerted, and jump'd over too, 
And tho' he might a broken back bewail, 


He ſcorn'd to be eclips d by Mr. TuxALE. 


BO T2 
At ULINIsH, our friend, to paſs the time, 
Regal'd us with his knowledges /ublime : 
Show'd that all forts of learning fill'd his Nos, 
And that in butchery he could bear. a bob. 
He /agely told us of the diff rent feat 
' Employ to kill the animals we eat: 
An ox, ſays wit in country and in town, 


Is by the butchers conſtantly noch d down : 


* Page 300. 


E 


[34 -] 


As for that leſſer animal, a calf, 


1 
x n 89. 
"_"_ 
* * —— * 


The knock is really not ſo ſtrong by half; 


The beaft is only funn'd: but as for goats, 


And ſheep, and lambs, the butchers cut their throats, 


11H Ihhoſe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 


Not chyfing that the brutes ſhould breed a riot. 


WADAME PIOZZL 


When JonnsoN was a child, and ſwallow'd pap, 


"Twas in his mother's old maid CaTHaRINE's lap: 


There, whilſt he ſat, he took in wondrous learning, 


For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning. 


| There heard the ftory which we BRlroxs brag on, 


The ſtory of Sr. GEORGE and ele the DRAGON. 


Page 15. 6 


BO ö wv 


When FoortE his leg, by ſome misfortune, broke, 
Says I to JounsoN, all by way of joke, 
< SAM, Sir, in PARAGRAPH, will ſoon be clever, 

And take off PxrEN better now than ever.“ 

On which, ſays Jonnson, without hefitation, 
GEORGE will rejoice at Foote's depeditation.” 

On which, ſays 1, a penetrating elf ! 

Doctor, I'm ſure you coin d that word yourſelf.” 
On which he /augh'd; and ſaid I had divin d is, 

For bond Lale, he had * coin d it. 


* Page 14r. 5 
| + George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by Foote under the 


character of PETER PAR AG RA PH. | 


L 16 ] 


And yet, of all the words I've coin d, (ſays he) 


My Dictionary, Sir, contains but zhree.” 


MADAME PIOZZ l. 


The Doc rox ſaid, in literary matters 


A Frenehman goes not dezp—he only [matters : 


Then aſk'd, what could be hop'd for from the dogs; 


Fellows that liv'd eternally on frags? 


B OZ Zz ys 


In grave proceſſion to St, Lennard's College, 


Well ſtuff d with every ſort of uſeful knowledge, 


We /ately walk'd, as ſoon as ſupper ended: | 


The LanDLozD and the Waiter both attended: 


Page 58. 


[ 49 


The LanDLorp, ſ{kill'd a piece of greaſe to handle, 
Before us march 'd and held a tallow candle : 

A lantern, (ſome fam'd Scotſman its creator) 
With egual grace was carried by the wann 
Next morning, from cult beds we took a leap; 


And found ourſelves much better for our ſleep. 


MADAME PIOZ Z. 


In Lincolnſhire, a lady ſhow'd our friend 
A grotto, that ſhe wiſh'd him to commend : 
Quoth ſhe ** How cool in ſummer this abode!” 


* Yes, Madam, (anſwer'd Johxsox) for a taad. 


Page 203. 
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Between old Scalpa's rugged iſle and Raſay's, 


The wind was vaſtly boiſt rous in our faces: 


Twas glorious JohNsOx's figure to ſet fight on 


High in the boat, he look d a noble Txzrton !. 


But lo! to damp our pleafure Fate coneurs, 
For Jo. the blockhead loſt his maſter's ſpurs : 
This, for the RAMBLER'S temper, was a rubber, 


Who wonder'd Joſeph could. be ſuch 2 lubber. 


CY 


MADAME PIOZZI4. 


I aſk d him if he knock d Tom Os BORN down; 


As ſuch a tale was current through the town 


„ 95. Þ+ 232. 1 Bocxkſeller. | 
Says 


1 


— 


Says I, « Do tell me, Doc ro, what befell 

85 Why, deareſt lady, there is nought to rell: 

1 „ on the prop reſt mode to treat him — 

The dog was e and ſo I heat 4 155 

Tou, like a fool, proclaim d his fancied wrongs ; 

Others that I belabour'd, held their tongues.” 
Did any one that he was happy, ery— 

Jos NSON would tell him plumpiy, twas a lie: 

A LADY * told him ſhe was really fo: 

On which he ſternly anſwer d, Mapam, 40 ! 


Sickly you are, and ugly—fooliſh, poor; 


And therefore can't be happy, I am ſure; 


"T would make a fellow hang himſelf whoſe ear 


Were, from. ſuch creatures, forc'd' ſuch ftuff to as 7 
| BOZZY. 
Page 285. | 


- * 


. 


. 


Lo! when we landed on the Ille of Murr, 
The megrims got into the Docror's ſcull : 
With ſuch bad humours he began to fill, 

I thought he oaks not go to ICOLMKILL : 
But 1o! thoſe megrims (wonderful to utter !) 


Were baniſh'd all by tea and bread and butter! 


MADAME PIOZZLI 
Quoth I to Iohnſon Doctor, tell me true, 
Who was the 5% man that you ever knew? 
He anſwer'd me at once, GEORGE PSALMANAZAR ; 
Keen in the Engliſh language as a razor. 


* P. 386. 


Such 


1 2 ] 


Such was the Hrange, the firangeft of replies, 
* hat rais'd the whites of both my wond ring eyes; 
As this /ame GORE, in impoſition ſtrong, 
Beat the firſt /yars that e'er wagg'd a tongue. 
B O Z YE. 

I wonder'd yeſterday, that one Join Hay, 
Who ſerv'd as Cicerone ol the way; 
Should fly a man of war—a ſpot ſo blend 
A fool! 1 months too, after he was preſt; 
Quoth.JounsoN, * no man, Sir, would be a /ailor, 
„With ſenſe to ſcrape acquaintance with a jailor. 

MAD AME 110221 

4 ſaid, I lik'd not gooſe, and mention d why ;— 

*© One ſmells it roaſting on the ſpit,” quoth 1: 


* Page 181. + Page 103. 
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« You, Madam, ed the DocTor; with a frown, 
Are always gorging—ſtufling ſomething dum: 
Mapan, *tis very natural to ſuppoſle,. 
If in the pantry you will poke your noſe, 
Your maw, with ev'ry ſort of victuals ſwelling, 
That you mußt want the bliſs of dinner ſmelling. 
B on * 
As at ARG VI E's grand houſe, my hat I took, 
To ſeek by alehouſe ; thus began the Duke, 
„ Pray, Mr. Boſwell, won't you have ſome tea ?” 
To dl 1 made my bow, and did agree— 
Then to the drawing room, we both retreated, 
Where Lady BETTY HAMILTON was ſeated 
Cloſe bh the Duchkss, who, in deep diſcourſe, 


Took no more notice of me than a Horſe. 


1 


Next day myſelf, and Doctor JoaunsoN took 
Our hats, to go and wait upon the Duke ; 

Next to himſelf, the DUKE did JonNs0N place, 
But I, thank God, fat ſecond to his GRACE. 
The place was due, molt {ſurely to my merits 
And faith, I was in very pretty ſpirits : 

I plainly ſaw (my penetration ſuch is) 

] was not yet in favour with the DucEss. 

T hought . I am not diſconcerted yet 

Before we part, I'll give her Grace a ſweat —' 
'Then looks of intrepidity I put on, 

And aſk'd her, if ſhe'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed muſt be confeſs'd ! 


I knew I was the Duke's, and not her gueſt! 


Knowing 
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tans } 
Knowing—as I'm a man of tip-top breeding, 
That great folks drink no healths whilſt they are feeding; 


I took my glaſs, ad looking at her Grace, 


I ftar'd her like a devil in the face: 


And in re/pe&ful terms, as was my duty, 


Said I, my Lapy DockEss, I ſalute ye: 
Moft audible, indeed, was my ſalute, 


For which ſome folks will ſay I was a brute: 


But faith, it daſh'd her, as I knew it wou' d, 


But then I knew, that I was fleſh and blood. 
MADAME PIOZ Z 15. 


Once at our houſe, amid our Arric feaſts, 


We likened our acquaintances to beaſts : 


* Page 204. 
This 


L 


As 95 example — ſome to calves and hogs, 
And ſome to bears, and monkeys, cats and dogs: 
We ſaid, (which charm'd the * TOR much, no doubt) . 8 
His mind, was like, of ELE THAN Ts, the [nout, 
That could pick pins up, yet poſleſs'd the vigour 
For trimming well the jacket of a TYVOGER. 

B OZ 2 Ys. 
; Auguſt the fifteenth, 9 Mr. Scott 
Did breakfaft with us - when upon the ſpot ; 
To Bim, and unto Doctor Jounson, lo! 
Sir WILLIAM FORBES ſo clever, did I ſhow: | 
A man, that doth not after roguery, hanker : 
A charming Chriſtian, tho' by trade, a Banker : 


„ 
55 Made 


[ 26 ] 


Made too, of good companionable Ruff, 
And this, I think is ſaying Vull enough; 


And yet it is but juſtice to record 


That when he had the meaſles—'pon my word, 
The people ſeem'd in ſuch a dreadful fright, 


His houſe, was all ſurrounded, day and night, 


As if they apprehended ſome great evil; 


A general conflagration or the devil. 


And when he better'd—oh! twas grand to ſee em 


Like mad folks dance; and hear em ſing Te Deum. 


MADAME PILIOZZ1* 


Quoth JouxsoN who d'ye think my Life, will write?“ 
Gorbsuirn,“ ſaid I—quoth he, * the dog's vile ſpite, 


„„ 
Beſides 


— — —— ä . r ——— ——— ie hee Bs hs 4 — —ä4ä — —— mirrored ————— — 
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Beſides the fellow's monſtrous love of Hing, | 


Would dovketilh make the book not worth the Cg. 
B 0 2 2 F 
That worthy gentleman, good Mr. Scott 
Said twas _ SOCRATES 5 luckleſs lot 
To have the waiTtER, a ſad naſty blade 
To make, poor gentleman, his /emonade ; 
Which WAITER, much againſt the Doctor's wiſh, 
Put with his paws, the ſugar in the diſh : 
The Doc rox vex'd at ſuch a filthy fellow, 
Began, with great propriety, to bellow ; 
Thin up, he an this diſh, and nobly flung. 


The liquor out of window on the dung. 


"E833 


And 


[ 28 f 


And Doc rox Scorr declar'd, that by his frown, 


He thought he would have knock'd the fellow down. 


MADAME-PIOZ z 1 


Dear Doc rox Johxso left off drinks fermented : 


With quarts of chocolate and cream, contented : 


Yet often, down his throat's prodigious gutter, 


_. 


Poor man ! he pour'd a flood of melted butter ! 


. 


With 1. the Doc ron did my girl behold : 
Her name, Vanoni A, juſt four months old: 
This name nr 2 name tho' quaintF 
Belong'd originally to a Saint : 


FP. 102. 


But 


[ 29 1 
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But to ths old GRE AT-GRAND AM it was givin; 
As fine a woman as e'er went to heav'n : 
And which muſt add to her importance much, 
This lady's genealogy was Dutch, 
The man, who did eſpouſe this dame divine, 
Was ALEXANDER EARL of KINCARDINE ; 
Who pour'd along my body like a ſluice, 
The noble, noble, noble blood of BRucE l 
And who, that own d this blood, could well refuſe 
To make the world acquainted with the zews ? 
Put to return uato my charming dll, 
About gur Doctor Ionnzen the was wild : 
And when he left off ſycaking, the would futter. 


Squawl for him to begin again, and ſputter ! 


I And 


[ 301 


And to be near him, a ſtrong wiſh, expreſs d, 
Which n he was not ſuch a horrid beaſt, 

Her fondneſs for the Doctor, TOUS me greatly, 
On which I loud exclaim'd in language ſtately, | 
Nay if I recollect aright, I ſwore, 


I'd to her fortune add five hundred more! 


MADAME 10 2 2 1 
One day as we were all in talking loſt, 
My mother's for fite ſpaniel ftole the con 5 
On which, immediately, i d „ Fie on her. 
« Fie, Bxr Ex,“ faid I. * you uſed ts be on honour.” 
5 Yes,” Tonnson cried, « but, Mapanm, pray be told; 
«© The reaſon for the vice, BELLS grows 1 


* 266, 
But 


L 1 


But JonnsoN never could the dog, abide, 

Becauſe my i waſh'd and comb'd his hide. 
The truth on't is—BELLE was not too well bred, 
Who always would //# B fed; 


And very often too, the ſaucy sLur 
Inſiſted upon having the fr ff cut. 
E:0.7% # % 

_ Laſt night much care for JonnsoN's cold, was us'd,, 
Who, hitherto without his nightcap, ſuoos' d 
That nought might treat ſo wonderful a man ill, 
Sweet Miss M-Lzop, did make a cap of flannel; 
And after putting it about his head, 


She gave him brandy, as he went.to bed.. 
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One night we parted at the Doctor's door, 
When thus 1 Gil, as J had ſaid before, 


Don't forget Dicky, Doc rox mind poor Dick.” 
Ohm which he turn'd round on his heel ſo quick, 

« Madam,” quoth he, and when I've ſerv d that elf 5 
* I gueſs I then may 9 and hang myſelf.” 


At 2 8 well ſoak d with rain, and wond rous weary, 


. 7 
1 


We got as wet as N to IxvBRABY : : 
We ſupp 'd moſt troalh—ers vad friſky, | 
When . ordered up a gill of whiſkey : 


Taking the glaſs, fays * Mere" Miſtreſs Theale.” 


wy Drink her in whiſkey not.” ſaid he, cc 22g 


P. 204. ' + P. 483. 5 
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The Doc rok had a car, and chriſt' ned Hop E, 
That at his houſe in Fleet Street us'd to lodge— 
This Hope grew old, Dy fick, and us'd to wiſh 
That all his dinners might be form'd of 7 - 

To pleaſe poor HoDGE, the Doc rok, all ſo kind. 
Went out, and bought him oy/ters to his mind: 
This ev ry day he did nor aſk'd black Frank , 
Who deem'd himſelf of 3 high a rank, 
With vu/gar f/b-fags, to be forc'd to chat, 

And purchaſe oyſters, for a mangy CAT. 


* P. 102. 


＋ Dr. Johnſon's ſervant. | 
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For God's ſake ſtay each anecdotic ſcrap: 


Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap: 


With one half hour's refreſning ſlumber bleſt, 


And Heav'n's aſſiſtance, I may bear the reſt. 


Aide. — What have I done, inform me gracious Lord; 


That thus my ears, with nonſen ſe, ſhould be bor'd? 


Oh! if I do not in the trial die, 


The Dev'l and all his brimſtone, I defy : 

No puniſhment in other worlds, I FP 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 

Ah! ten times happier was my lot of yore, 


When rais'd to conſeguence, that all adore ; 


I ſat, each ſeſſion, king-like, in the chair; 


Aw'd ev'ry rank, and made the million ſtare: | 
| | Lord 


— — — 1 —. — — . 2 


Lord Paramount oer ev ry JusT1cE riding: 

In cauſes, with a Turkiſh ſway, deciding ! 

Yes, like a noble BasHaw, of three tails, 

1 ſpread a fear and trembling through the Jails! 
Bleft, have 1 15 each thief, and ſtrumpet, 
Kai Zlafted on them, like the L As T b trumpet. 
I know no paltry weaknefy'of the ſoul— - 

No ſniv'ling pity, dares my deeds controul— 
Aſham'd, the weakneſs of my KING, I hear; 
Who childiſh, drops on ev'ry death &, 2 tear. 
Return , return ein; thou glorious hour, 

That to my at once a my 1dol, POWR; 


* Such is the report concerning His MajesTy, when he ſuffers the law 


7 » * o * 
to take its courſe on criminals: How unlike the GREAT FRED ERIC of Pruffia, 


who delights in a hanging. 
f Sir John wiſhes in yain—His hour of inſolence returns no more! 


When 


11 
When at my feet, the humbled knaves would fall : 
The THUND'RING Joerrer of Hiexs's HALL. 

The KNIGHT, thus finiſhing his wie ſo Fair; 
SLEEP pull'd him gently backwards, in his chair: 
Op'd wide the mouth, that oft on jail- birds ſwore, 
Then rais'd his naſal ORGAN to a roar, $ 
That actually ſurpaſs'd in zoe, and grace,” 


The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite BASE *. 


ECLOGUE. 
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Now from his ſleep the Kn1Gur, affrighted Rn; 
Whilſt on his ear, the words of Jouxson rung: 

For lo! in dreams, the ſurly RAMBLER roſe, 

And wildly ſtaring, ſeem'd a nan of woes. : 

«© Wake, Hawxins,” (growl d the Doc rox with a frown) 
«© And knock that fellow and hat woman down— 

« Bid them with JounsoN's life proceed no further— 
„Enough already they have dealt in murther 

« Say, to their tales, that little truth belongs 

&« If fame, they mean me—bid them hold their tongues, 


L | «In 
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os is vain at glory, . BoswELL ſnaps — 

His MIND, a paper kite—compos d of {craps ; 
Jjuſt or the tops of chimneys, e fly: 
Not with a wing ſublime, to mount the ſoy. 
« Say to the dog, his ined a downright drum, 
** Unequal to the Hiſt ry of Tom Trums : 
2 Nay—tell, of anecdote, that thirſty leach, 
* He is not equal to a Tybur Speech * 

| For that Pi0z21's wife, let me exhort io 
«© To draw her immortality from porter: 
“Give up her device inditing, 


« And ſtudy hou/ewifry inſtead of writing: 


* Compoſed for the unfortunate rave of Newgate, by different hiſtorians. 
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& Bid her, a poor Biography ſuſpend ; 


Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 


& I know no buſineſs women have with learning: OP : | | 
J 


EN", 0 Sent 
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6“ ſcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd, Half DISCERNING: 


« Their wit, but ſerves a huſband's heart to rack : = 


« And make eternal Barts for his back. 8 
« Tell PETER PIN PAR, ſhould you chance to meet him, 

] like his genius — ſhould be glad to greet him 

vet let him know, cROWN'D HEADS are ſacred things, 


&« And bid him rev'rence more, the BEST OF KINGS *: 


* This is a Htrange and almoſt incredible ſpeech from Fobnſon's mouth, as not 
many years ago, when the age of a certain GREAT PERSONAGE became the ſubject 
of debate; the Doctor broke in upon the converſation with the following queſtion: 
« Of what importance to the preſent company, is his age? Of what importance 
« would it have been to the world if he had never exiſted? If we may judge 
likewiſe from the following ſpeech; he deemed the pre/ent POSSESSOR of a certain 
THRONE as much an USURPER as KING WILLIAM, whom, according to Mr. Bos- 
WELL'S account, he beſcoundrels. The ſtory is this An acquaintance of Jonnson, 
aſked him if he could not Ang. He replied, © I know but one ſong; and that 

is, © The Kine ſhall enjoy his own again.” | 
* Still 


„ 
ce Still, on his PEGASUS, continue Jogging, | 
** And give tut BoswELL's back another flogging.” 

Such, was the dream 121 wak d the ſleepy KNIGHT; 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light — 
Who mindleſs of old JonNso and his frown 
And ſtern commands to knock the couple down ; 
Reſolv'd to keep the peace—and in a zone 
Not muſh unlike a maſtiff o'er a bone ; 
He grumbled, that enabled by the nap, 


He now could meet more biographic ſcrap : 


Then nodding with a magi/iratial air, 


To farther anecdote, he call'd the ras. 


MADAME 


MADAME PIOZZI*, 
Dear Doctor Jonxsox lov'd a leg of pork z 
And hearty on it, would his grinders work : 
He lik'd to eat it ſo much 3 
That one might ſhake the fleſh from off the bone. 
A veal pye too, with ſugar cramm'd and plums, 


Was wond rous grateful to the Doctor's _ 


Though us d, from morn to night, on fruit to o Pe 


He vow'd his 5 belly never had e 


One Thurſday morn, did DocroR Jonxso wake, 


And call out ** Lanky, Lanky,” by miſtake— 


Page 8. + Page 384. 


But 


But recollecting—“ Bozzy, Bozzy,” cried — 


For in contra@ions, JonNsoN took a pride / 
MADAME P10 Z 2 1" 

Whene'er our friend would odd 3 ed by night, 
Poor Mr, TaurAL: and I were in a fright : 
For blinking on his book too near the flame, 
Lo! to the fore-top of his wig it came 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and ſmall, 
Down to the very net-work, nam'd the caul. 

B 0 Wy Z _ 

At Corrachatachin's, in "AH ſunk ; 

1 got with punch, alas! confounded drunk 


Much 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Much was I vex'd, that J could not be quiet, 
But like a ſtupid blockhead, breed a riot. 

I ſcarcely knew how etwas I rechd to bed — 

Next eng I wak'd with dreadful pains of head: 

And terrors too, that of my peace, did rob me— 

For nuch I fear'd, the MORALIST would cb me. 

But as I lay along a heavy log, 

The Doctor abe call] me drunken dag. 

Then up roſe I with apoſtolic air, 

And read in Divi MEIN NON $ book of pray'r ; 

In hopes for ſuch a ſin to be forgivn — 

And make, if poſſible, my peace with heav'n. 

*Twas range that in that volume of divinity, 


I opd the Twentieth Sunday after Trinity, 
And 
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And read theſe words Pray be not drunk with wine, 
Since neck doth make a man a ſwine. 
« Alas!” ſays I, © the ſinner that I am!” | Lad 


And having made my ſpeech, I took a aram. 


MADAME p10 2 Zz 1 
One day, RES 5 | low, and ſorrow fill'd, 
J told him that I had a conſin kill d 
40 My dear, quoth he, for heav'n's ſake hold your canting ; 
Mere all your confins kill d, they'd not be wanting 3 
„ Though Death on each of liens how ſet his mark, 
4 Though ey ry one were ſpitted like a lack — 
ws Roaſted, and given that dog there, for a meal; — 


„ The lo/s of them, the world would never fee 


63. 


« Truſt 


Tal 
«© Truft me, dear Madam, all your dear relations, 
« Are nits—are nothings in the eye of naTIONs.”. 
Again *, ſays I one day—* I do believe, 
« A good acquaintance that I have, will grieve, 


To hear her FRIEND hath loſt a large eftare :'' 


£ 


N 


Ves, (anſwer'd he) © lament as much her fate, 


* 


c 


As did your hor/e (I freely will allow) 


0 


To hear of the uijicarrigge of your cw. 


B. 5 V4 
At Enoch at M*Queen's we went to bed: 
A colour'd handkerchief wrap d Jonnson's head: | 
He ſaid, ©* God bleſs us S- good night — and then, 
1, like a pariſh clerk, pronoun d, Amen! 


* P. 189, + P. 103. | | 
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| My good companion ſoon by ſleep, was ſeizd— : 
But I, by lice and fleas, was ſadly teaz d: wm . ww 
Methought, a ſpider with zerrific claws, 
þ Was ſtriding from the wainſcot, to my jaws : 
ö But ſlumber ſoon did ev'ry ſenſe entrap; 
And ſo I ſunk into the ſweeteſt nap. 
F MADAME PIOZZ =. 
| „ Trav'ling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on 
1 | Where at LEWENV, lives S1z RoBERT Corrox. 
= At table, our great MoRAL1sT, to pleaſe— 
| Says I, Dear Doctor, arn't thoſe charming peas? 
| 
} | Quoth he, to contradict, and run bis rig: 
| Mapa, they poſſibly might pleaſe a 16. 
f * Page 70. 
| . 
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Of thatching, well the Doc rox knew the art, 
And with his :hreſhing wiſdom, made us ſtart. 
Deſerib'd the geen ſecrets of the Mint— 
And made folks fancy that he had been int. 
Of hops 4 malt, tis wond'rous what he knew.; 


And well as any BREWER, he could 4rew-. 


MADAME PIOZZI% 


In ghoſts, the Doctor, ftrongly did believe ; 
And pinn'd his faith on many a lyar's fleeve : 
He ſaid to Doc TOR LAWwRENCE, Sure I am, 


« Þ heard my poor dear mother call out SAM. 


P. 324. ＋ 192. 
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1148) 
« I'm ſure (ſaid he) that I can truft my ears; 
And yet my mother had been dead for years.” 
20227. 
When young, ('twas rather filly I allow) - 


Much was I pleas'd, to imitate a cow. 


One time, at Drury Lane with Doctor Bras, 


My imitations made the playhouſe fare / 

So very charming was I, in my roar; 

That both the galleries clapp d, and cried encore. 
Bleſt by the general plaudit, and the TEE: 

I tried to be a Jacxass, and a 3 | 


But who, alas! in a// zhings can be great? 


In ſhort, I met a terrible defeat: 


* P. 499- 
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So vile I bray d, and bellow'd, I was hiſs 4. 


Yet all who knew me, wonder d that I miſs'd. 


Bl AIR whiſper'd me, © You've loſt your credit, now: 1 | 
Stick, BoswELL, for the future, to the Cow. - 
| 1 1 
| MADAME PIOZZI*. } 
Th' affair of BLacks, when Jounson would diſcuſs, ; i 
He always thought they had not ſouls like as: [ 
And yet whene'er his family would fight, | 
He always ſaid that FRanx was in the right. 
B. O W Y4s : 
I muſt confeſs that I enjoy'd a pleaſure 
In bearing to the North fo great a treaſure _— 5 | 


»* 


. I 
0 Think. 


1 3 


Thinks I, I'm like a BuLL pos or a Houny, 


Who when a lump of | liver, he hath found, 

Runs to ſome corner, to avoid a riot, 

To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet: 

I thought this good as all Jo MiLLas's jokes: | 


And ſol up, and told it to the folks. — 


MADAME PIOZZ1*. 


Some of our friends-with'd JoHN so would compoſe 
The Lives of authors who had ſhone in proſe ; 
As for his pow'r, no mortal man could doubt it 
SIR RICHARD Mus RAVE, he was warm PIR it; 

Got up, and ſooth'd, intreated, begg'd and pray'd, 


Poor man | as if he had implor'd for bread : 


* P.295 


L 1 


&© SIR RicHARD, cried the Doc rox, with a frown, 


Since you re got wp, I pray you, Sir, fit down.” 


B: © „ 
Of Doc rox Jonxsox, having giv'n a ſketch, 
Permit me, Reader, of myſelf, 8 preach— 
The world will certainly receive with glee, 
The {lighteſt bit of hiſtory of Nx. 
Think of a gentleman of ancient blood ! 
Prouder of title, than of being 8 
A gentleman juſt thirty- three yours old: 
Married four years, and as a T FER bold; 
Whoſe bowels yearn d 88 BRiralx's foes to tame, 


And from the cannon's mouth to ſwallow flame; 


To 
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To get his limbs by broad ſwords carv d in wars 
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Like ſome old bedſtead, and to boaſt his ſcars; 


And proud immortal actions to atchieve, 

See his hide bor'd by bullets, like a ſieve. 

But lo! his father, a well. judging Jopes, 

Forbade his soN from Edinburgh to budge— 
Reſolv'd the French ſhould not his 3 claw ; 

So bound his so apprentice to the 8 

This gentleman had been in foreign parts, 

And, like ULyssss, learnt a world of 45 : 

Much wiſdom, his vaſt "EULA having brought bim, 

He was not half the fool, the people Bong br him — 
Of prudence, this ſame gentleman was ſuch, 


He rather had zoo little, than too much. 
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Bright was this gerz/eman's imagination, 

Well e for the higheſt ftation : 

Indeed fo. /ively, give the dev'l his due, 

He ten times more would utter, than _ Zrue. 
Which ot bim frequently hgh his will, 

Pw aa to ſwallow many a bitter pill 

4 bitter pill among the reſt, he took, 

Which was to cut mn Scandal from his book,— 
By rem Johxsox he is well pourtray d: 
Quoth he, « Ol 8 it may well be ſaid, 

: That 2 the moſt. inboſpitable ſcene, 

ONE never can be troubled with | the f pleen, 

Nor ev'n the greateſt difficulties chafe al, 

Whilſt /uch an animal is near, to laugh at. 
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For me, in Latin, Doctor Johxsod wrote 


ADAM E PIO Zz Z 1 
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Two lines upon 1 corals BANK ss 8 


A GOAT | that round the world, ſo. curious, went 


A cor! that now eats graſs, that grows in Kent ! 


"© 4 * 


B O 2 2 Y 4. 


Se 


To LoRD Monzoppo, 8 lines I wrote, 
And by the ſervant . ſent this note— 

« Thus far, "86 Lord, from Edinburgh, my home, 
With Mr. BAM EL Jonx5ox, I am Cid | 
This night, by u us, mut certainly be ſeen, 
The very handſome 11 of ABERDEEN. 


= by 


.. „ P. 207. 
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For thoughts of JounsoN, you'll be not applied to | 
I 1 your Lordſhip likes him % than I da. 

So near we are to part, I can't tell how, 


Without ſo much as making him a no.: 


Beſides, the RaMBLER ſays, to ſee Mor gopp, : 
He'd go at leaſt, 7wo miles out of his road. 


Which ſhows that HE admires (whoever rails) 
The pen which proves, that men are born with zails ; 


Hoping that as to health your Lozpsnie does well, 
I am your ſervant at command, 0 
JAMES BOSWELL." 


MADAME 
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[ 56 ] 
MADAM * PIOZZI*. 
On Mr. THRALE's old HUNTER, JOHNSON rode 
Who with prodigious pride, the beaſt, beſtrode 
And as on BRI GHTEN Downs, he um 
Much was he pleas'd to hear a ſportſman ſay, 
F hat at & chace, he was ag tight a hand, © 


As e'er an ill-bred Jabber in the land. 


B OZ 2 Y+ 
One morning Jonxsox, on the Iſle of MuLL, 
Was of his politics oe Gat 
| Quoth he, that PuLTNEY was a rogue, tis plain 
“ Beſides, the fellow was a If big in PEA, : 


P. 207. | 8 6 424. 
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Then to his principles, he gave a banging, 
And ſwore no wle, was ever worth a hanging. 
„ Tis wonderful (ſays he) and makes one ftare 


c 


N 


& A dog, of whom the world could nurſe no hopes—. 


& Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their ſhops,” 


MADAME PIOZZI. 
Sir, I believe that anecdote, a lie; 
But grant that Joyxnsox ſaid it—by zhe by,. 
As Wilkes unhappily your friendſhip ſhar'd, 


The dirty anecdote might well be [par d. 


B Oo zz © 
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8 Madam, 1 flick to truth as much as ou, 
And damme if the ſtory be not true. 
2 | What 
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(58 J 
What you have faid of Jounsow and the * 
As much, the RAMBLER, for a ſavage, marks. 
Twas 1 evn CaN DOUR muſt allow, 
To give the hiſt ry of the hor/e and cow : 
What but an enemy, to e fame, 
Dar- d. his vile prank at LITCHFIELD PLAYHOUSE, name? 
Where, without ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the MAN and "FW into the IT? 
Who 4 have regiſter d a ſpeech ſo WY 
On the dead 8TAY-MakER®, and Docror Dopp? 
MADAME PIOZZL 
SAM JOHNSON's rhreſbing knowledge and his . 


May be your own inimitable hatching.— 


* Piozzi's Anecdotes, page 51, firſt edition. 


Pray, 


59 J 
Pray, of his wiſdom can't you tell na News ? 


Could not he make a ſhirt, and cobble ſhoes ? 


Knit flockiags, or ingenious, take up //itcher— 


Draw teeth, dreſs wigs, or make a pair of breaches Pp: - 


You prate too of his knowledge of the Mixr, 
As if the RawBLER really had been in't— 
Who knows, but you will tell us, (truth forſaking) 


That each bad ſhilling is of Jonxsox's making « 


His, each vile fx-pence that the world hath cheated — 


And his the art, that ev'ry guinea /weated. 
About his brewing knowledge you will prate too: 
Who ſcarcely knew a hop, from a potaroe. 
And tho' of beer he joy'd in hearty ſwigs, 


I'd pit againft his taſte, my huſband's pigs. 
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How could your folly tell, ſo void of truth, 
That miſerable ftory of the youth 
Who in your book, of Doc rox Jonxsox, begs 


Moſt ſeriouſly, to know if cars lay eggs 5 
M ADA ME PIO Z Z 1 


4 bo, told of Mrs, Montague, the lie 


So palpable a falſehood ?—Bozzy, | fie ! 


e Y. 


Who, mad'ning with an anecdotic itch, 


Declar'd that Jounsox call'd his mother, B- H? 


MADAME 


A | 824 


MADAME PIO 


Who, from M' Donald's rage, to ſave his ſnout, 


Cut twenty lines of defamation, out? 


B 0 
bo, would have ſaid a word about Sam's ig; 


Or told the ſtory of the peas and pig? 


Who would have told a tale, ſo very flat, 


Of Frank, the BLACK ; and Hopes, the mangy Ar? 8 


MADAME PIOZ 2z 1 
Good me!] you're grown at once, confounded tender 


Of Doc rox JounsoN's fame, a fierce defender: 


| 
| 


I'm ſure you ve mention d many a pretty ſtory 
| 


Not much redounding to the Docror's glory. 
e | | 
| | 
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Now, for a ſaint, upon us you would palm him— 
Firſt nurther the poor man, and then embalm bim! 
BO ZZ „. 

And truly, Madam, Jonnson cannot boaſt— 
By your 1 he hath rather, loft. 
His character ſo ſhockingly you handle 
You've ſunk your coMET to a FARTHING CANDLE. 
Your $7 PO contriv.d: the SAGE, to hitch in; 
And brib:d him with the rum of all your kitchen: 
Vet nought, he better d by this elevation 


Though, beef, he won —he loſt his reputation. 
MADAME. PIO Z Z I. 
One quarter of your book, had JonnsoN read, 


- Fiſt-Criticiſm had rattled round your head. 


1 


Vet let my ſatire not #00 far purſue 
It boaſts /ome merit, give the Dev'] his due. | | 
Where G6ROCERs and where PASTRY-COOKs reſide, | 


Thy book with triumph, may indulge its pride : 
Preach to the patty-pans, ſententious duff— 
- hug that idol of the noſe, call'd /auff : | 1 | 
With all its ſtories, c/oves and: ginger, pleaſe, 


And pour its woanders to a. pound of cheeſe 7 


B OZ © KT 
Maran, your irony is wond rous fine 3 
Senſe in each thought, and wit in ev'ry line. 
Yet, Mana, when the leaves of my poor book, 


Viſit. the GROCER, or the PASTRY-COOK,. 


Tours, 
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Yours, to enjoy of Fame the juſt reward, 

May aid the TRUNK-MAKER Bac CHURCH-Y ARD . 
In the ſame AL EHouskEs, together us'd, 

By the ſame fingers, thier . amus d: 

The greaſy JSnuffers, rs, perchance, may wipe, 

And nine, high honour'd, light a ropER's pipe. 


The praiſe of CouRTENAY *, my book's fame, ſecures : 


— 


s 


Now, who the devil, Madam, praiſes yours ? 


MADAME PIOZZLI. 
Thouſands, you blockhead—no one now can doubt it, 


For not a ſoul in London is without it. 


* The lively RaTTLE of the Houſe of Commons—indeed, its Monts; who 
ſeems to have been ſelected by his conſtituents more for the purpoſes of /aughing 
at the misfortunes of his country than healing the wounds. He is the author of a 
poem lately publiſhed, that endeavours totis viribus to rove that Doctor Jonx- 


The 


SON Was a brute as well as a moralifs ! 


— . . —— , ——— r — öꝛWYW— — —— 


LL 


* he folks were ready, CADELL to devour, 
Who ſold the firſt edition in an hour— 
So l—Courtexav's praiſes ſave you !—ah | that ſquire 


Deals, let me tell you, more in ſmoke than fire. 


BO 2 


Zounds! he has prais'd me in the ſweeteſt line — 


MADAME 10 2 2 . 
Ay! ay! the verſe and ſubject, equal ſhine. 
Few are the mouths that CouRrTENAx's wit rehearſe— 
Mere cork in politics, and lead in verſe. 
B © 
Well, Ma'am! ſince all that Jouxsox ſaid or wrote, 


You hold ſo ſacred how have you forgot 
| 8 | 


To 
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To grant the wonder-Hunting world, a rea ing 
Of Sams Epiſtle, Juſt before your wed, ing 3 


Beginning thus, (in trains not form' to flatter) 


« Mapan, 
cc V 4 mf ignominious matler, 
« Be FR” concluded, 5 
farther, ſhall I ſay? 
No—your kind ſelf may give it us, one 4 ay— 
And ju/tify your paſſion for the, yourb ; 


With all the charms of eloquence and truth. . 


MADAME PIO Z 2 . 


What was my marriage, Sir, to you, or him 9 


He tell me what to do !—a. pretty whim ! 


1 67 ] 


He, to propriety, (the beaſt I) exhort / 
As well might elephants preſide at court. 


Lord! let the world, to damn my match, agree 


Tell me, James BoSswELL, what's hat world to me 


The 2 who paid reſpects to Mrs. Thrate ; 

Fed as has pork, poor ſouls and ſwill'd * ale, 
May fcken at Pirzgi, nine in ten 

Turn up the noſe of /corn—good God what then? 


For me—the Dev'l may fetch their ſouls ſo great— 


They keep their homes, and I, thank God! my meat. 


When hey, poor owls I ſhall beat their cage, a fait 


45 unconfin'd, ſhall ſpread my peacock tail: 
Free as the birds of ait, enjoy my eaſe ; 


Chuſe my own food, and ſee what climes I p/caſe: 


J ſuffer 


8 ———————— 2 
Reus 
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J. ſuffer only—if I'm in the wrong— 


So, now, you prating puppy, hold your tongue. 


I 0H N. 


For ſhame! for ſhame! for Heaven's ſake both be quiet — 
Not BiLLINGSGATE exhibits ſuch a riot: 


Behold, for SCANDAL, you have made a fea/?, 


1 


And turn'd your ids), JonnsoN, to à S. 
"Tis plain that ales of ghoffs, are arrant lies, 


Or in/tantaneoufly, would JonnsoN's riſe : 


* 
4 


Make you both eat your paragraphs ſo evi 

And for your treatment of him, play the devil. 
Juſt like 2e Mohawks on the man you fall 

Mo murdrer, is worſe ſerv'd 1 SURGEON's Har. 


Inſtead 


1 6 J 

Inſtead of 1 ſplendor to his name, 

Your 10 are downright gibbets to his fame. 
Of thoſe, your anecdotes may I be cart, 
11 I can tell you, which of them, is a 
You never with poſterity can alive 

"Tis by the Rambler's death alone, you live— 


Like wrens, (that in ſome volume, I have read) 


Hatch'd by ſtrange fortune, in a HORSE's HEAD. 


Poor Sa M was rather fainting in his glory 


But now, his fame lies fou/ly dead before ye: 


Thus, to ſome dying man, (a frequent caſe) 4 


Two doctors come, and give the coup de grace. 


Zounds! Madam, mind the duties of a wife, 


And dream no more of Doc rox JonnsoN's Ae: 


. 


A happy 


' 
* 
5 
. 
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A happy knowledge, in a pye or pudding, 

Will more delight your friends, than all your fludying 80 

One cut from ven ſon, to the heart can ſpeak 

Stronger than en guotation, from PE Greek 7 

One fat SIR Loi poſſeſſes more ſublime 

'Than all the airy caſtles built by 3 

One nipper bin of Ringo with a toaſt, 

Beats all the ſtreams, the Muſes 1 can boaſt, 

Bleſt ! in one pint of porter, 101 my belly can 

Find raptures not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough thoſe anecdotes, your pow rs, have ſhown : 

Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will only damn your own. 
For zhee, IAMEs Bos wzLL, may the hand of FATE 


Arreſt thy gooſe-quill, and confine thy prate.: : 
hs Thy 


1 


Thy egotiſms, the world, diſguſted hears— 
Then load with vanities, no more our ears, 
Like ſome lone Puppy yelping all night long; 
That tires the very echoes with his Wn 
Yet ſhould it lie beyond the pow rs of FarE, 
To ſtop thy pen, and ftill thy darling prate 
To live in ſolitude, oh | be hy luck: 

A chattering 1 OY the IsLE or Muck. 
Thus ſpoke the Jupcs, then bb from the chair; 
He left, in conſternation, loſt, the AIR: 

Black FRANK *, he ſought, on anecdote to cram, 


And vomit firſt f, a LIFE of ſurly Sau. 


* DocTor Johxsox's Negro ſervant. 


+ The Knicur's volume is reported to be in great forwardneſs, and likely to 


difiance his formidable competitors, 


Shock d 


Shock'd at the little manners of the Kxiohr, 
The RIVALS marv'ling mark'd his ſudden flight ; 
Then to their pens, and paper, ruſh'd the Twain . 


To kill the mangled RaMBLER, oer again. 


2 


N. B. The Quotations from Mr. Boſwell, are made from the Second Edition of his Journal 
Thoſe from Mrs. Piozzi, from the Firſt Edition of her Anecdotes, 


